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uttered. He muttered quite a lot into the little creature's ear
as he saw them off the premises, and Wizzie wondered, as she
watched him turn back at the garden-gate, whether he had
told Lovie that in Derbyshire he was still known as Professor
Teucer Wye.
The door of the southern portion of Glymes, had however,
hardly closed on the troubled Platonist, and Wizzie was form-
ulating in her mind a lively account of him for the benefit
of D. No-man, when the gate of the northern garden opened
and both Mr. and Mrs. Quirm hurried after her.
"Uryen told me about the cows, my dear," panted Nance
hurriedly, "and I thought I must just see this little person."
She bent over the perambulator as she spoke and began to
make warm hovering overtures to its occupant.
But Lovie was tired and irritable by this time, and replied
to her approaches by drawing rudely back and acting like a
little hawk, of whose distance from its nest a benevolent and
maternal hen is trying to take advantage. And the mother was
as unresponsive as the daughter. "Sorry not to stop," mur-
mured Wizzie, pushing the perambulator forward so fast as
almost to trip up the poor lady: "but I must get back as quick
as I can. D. No-man's waiting for me in Friary Lane. Don't
make that noise, Lovie! We're going home. Look! the cows
have all gone home!"
"Have you seen his attic in High East Street yet?" inquired
Nance hurrying along on one side of the small conveyance,
while her husband walked on the other. "I'm always so inter-
ested—as Enoch knows—in a writer's study. Has he a warm
fire up there? Does he have any of his meals up there? Has he
got a nice view from his window?"
Pushing the perambulator faster still, and acutely conscious
in every part of her person of a magnetic pull reaching her
from the dark figure on the other side of her whimpering
charge, Wizzie was faintly conscious of an instinctive stiffening
against these interrogations.
She made up her mind in a flash not to admit that she had
never ascended those stairs above the shop.
"You don't know D. No-man," she brought out, "if you
think he doesn't take care of himself."
"There—there—don't 'ee cry, little one!" came the husky
voice of the man on her left, and Wizzie became aware, as

